SOME LETTERS OF
bristling with just such goblin dissension as now swarms over my counter-pane. However, it is easy to stand dissension. Anything is better than that awful hush settling down on everything, as if To Tlav had suddenly discovered himself to be stuffed with sawdust, and lost interest in his own ends and appetites. And that silence your brave words have scared back. I really begin to think you are Wise, and to stand in awe of you. That is a more convincing presentment of the "trans-scendent identity/' that which shows it casting its own brain on one side as a worn out accessory, holding its own heart in its hands to burn, like the angel in Dante's dream. I pay you the compliment of believing that you would be capable of that, and I find it illustrious, and with your gracious permission propose to set it for a sign, right at a cross-roads where I sometimes skulk belated, peering fearful-eyed for Hecate.
The truth of the matter is, I suppose, that I am dissatisfied to the point of desperation with the kind of life that is possible out here. I used to have days in the east when a hedge of lilac over a Brattle Street fence or a strenuous young head caught against a windy sweep of sunset on Harvard Bridge, filled me with poignant perceptions
365e were awakened before dawn one morning by the bugles of a regiment passing up one of the narrow streets — a valorous music strangely impressive in that darkness and silence. Moody has commemorated it in the speech of the Third Youth in Act iv of the "Masque of Judgment":
